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I 


Why do I think of Spring 
When I think of you? 


Journey Into Morning 


When the first cool winds of November came 
The camellias were in bloom. 

There had been heavy rains, 

And the leaves showered down 

In yellow puddles. 

It was a time of coming home-- 

Another journey, 

Another journey into morning. 


I Do Not Go From Here 


I do not go from here. 
You are here. 
The scent of pines is here. 
The moon makes shadows in the trees, 
And even in journey 
I can still hear the rain. 
I listen when you are asleep. 
Even though I go 
I do not go from here. 


The Squirrel 


Going home near nightfall 

He slowed for a restless squirrel 

Who had lost his sense of direction. 

Both went on unscathed 

After that little dance 

Of life--and death. 

He parked the car and looked at the sunset. 
Squirrels go wild in the rutting season. 


I Watched October 


I watched October 

Flare today. 

The flames spread along the highway, 
Across the ridges, along the creek banks 
Where sycamores marched naked. 
October raced before me, red and yellow, orange, 
And the purple of sweetgum. 

I traveled through the sun 

Into the night’s silences, 

Marking the moment of no consequence, 
Stapling it down for keeps. 

I feel it burning, the last hurrah-- 

Who tends the ovens of October? 


A Moment Marked 


In this September sun 

Before the last ding-dong of darkness 
I watch this field of yellow daisies 
Brought together in this cup 

Of earth and sky 

In one single tapestry of time. 

What else is there to mark 

Which would be so meaningful? 

The earth, the sky, the daisies, 

And you in mind walking naked 

As sycamores against the field’s far green. 


A Journey In Limbo 


This morning 

The dove’s call 

Is quick and insistent, 

Strong and mournful. 

The clouds are heavy with rain. 
We delay the start of our journey. 
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From The Window 


Yellow flowers grow along the fence 
That runs to the edge of the woods. 
There are broken places in the fence. 
Some one at some time has broken out, 
Not waiting for the gate to open. 


Birthday Greeting 


I awoke this morning to the greening of spring 

And a hundred thoughts of you, 

Piled together in handfulls of sunsets and stars, 
Mornings, noons and nights, 

Of silences and sounds, 

Time and places marked and unmarked. 

How do we measure things which know no measure? 
Why do I wake each morning with wonder? 

Why do I think of Spring 

When I think of you? 


11 


The Lilies Did Not Bloom 
This Year 


He sits quietly in the late summer sun, 
Brushing at a buzzing fly. 

The trees are still green, 

But it will soon be fall. 

Something went wrong with the weather-- 
At first too much rain, 

Then too much sun. 

It’s now too late for planting. 

The seasons come and go. 

For a little while everything grows, 
But some things are now missing-- 
The lilies did not bloom this year. 
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The Tender Shears 


Wisteria hangs 

Over the latticed mind. 

The blossoms are beautiful 
In the Spring. But when 
Summer comes they strangle 
The sunlight. 

It has to be cut back, 


The tender shears do their task. 


I watch the patterns of sunlight 
Upon the floor. 
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On Writing A Poem 


I am caught in this spilling of words, 
In this gathering of words 

Spun out like fog from the valley, 
And the driving of nails, 

Hammered in and pounded down, 
Nails driven through fog, 
Hammering down the fog. 


Go ahead and put it down, 

Put down the words, 

Shape them into evenings, nights, mornings, 
Catch the calls that come out of darkness, 
Out of sunlights, out of memorized things 
That were not to be remembered, 

Out of vastness, out of smallness, 

The small things we clutch and hold, 

Out of questions which become rhetorical answers. 
We begin with the word, 

We hold, we see, we hear, we feel. 

These are the fragments, 

We put them together and fasten them down 
With the strong glue of words. 


Poems are not to be dissected 

Like frogs or earthworms 

Or the way people are 

When they are dead. 

Put the scalpel to it 

And it comes apart like the fog 
14 In the mid-morning sun. 


I Color You Orange 


I color you orange, 
Being careful to stay within the lines, 
To follow the numbers-- 


Here blue, here yellow, and there brown. 


But your face jumps out of the portrait. 
I color you orange. 


The Telephone 


“The telephone is 100 Years Old.”’ 
....--Bell Systems Advertisement. 


I have been sitting here 

For 100 years 

Waiting for you to call. 

Once about 50 years ago 

When I was thinking so strongly 
About you 

I thought I heard a ringing, and 
I reached for the telephone 

But there was no answer 

To my Hello. 

Another time I did reach you 
But there was no sound. 

The telephone is not out of order-- 


Why don’t you call? 


The Story-Teller 


I can imagine how it all began. 

He stumbled into the sunlight from the cave 
And inched his way to the top of the hill, 
Running back to tell 

Of the wonders beyond. 


Ever since it has been that way, 

In those long afternoons, 

The long nights, 

The teller of tales 

Has been taking us 

Around the bend in the road, 

The next mountain, the next river, the next ocean, 
Telling us of the wonders beyond, 

Of a man’s journey into those wonders, 
And of the wonders 

In the human heart. 
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Night Silence 


There is silence in this house. 
Moonlight splinters across the grass. 
The wind moves among the trees 
And a dove calls across the valley. 
Beyond the woods 

A train is coming. 

But in this house 

There are no voices. 


II 


...the last cry 
of the cricket comes. 


When Seen Make A Note Of 


This morning 
In the early slant of sun 
A squirrel’s scamper 
Was a gray blur in golden leaves. 
Hit # 
On a country road 
In Caswell County 
A white Christ stands 
Under a persimmon tree. 
HH 
On this October afternoon 
I watch the turn of leaves. 
The fall of a yellow leaf 
Is a shadow in your eyes. 
it tt # 
A curious rain 
Wanders in and out of the night. 
I wait a little while longer, 
A little longer than last. 
HHH 
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On The Marking Of Time 


Holding it in his hand, 

Saying this then is the night 

Marked by rain and yet the cry 

Of a bird that cannot sleep. 

In this slow moving month of August 
Of leaves even now falling 

Filling crevices filled with last flowers 
Before the spill from freeze and frost, 
And some traveler here 

Will come across 

The pile of stone spilled downward 

In the night, blocking the roadway 
And he can only wait. 


Night Tempo 


Hard by the night 

And the sounds which come 

Out of darkness--hard sounds, soft sounds-- 
‘The reaching out to touch, 

The murmured remark, 

The stifled cry-- 

And the rain, falling 

Hard, fast, soft, slow, 

A minor key, in the darkness 

In which no shapes form. 
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September Song 


In the falling light of September 
The moon rises 

Sending shadows 

Even now, and the last cry 

Of the cricket comes 

Thin and dry from where 

The grass has grown tall 

And it’s too late for cutting. 


A Lady Who Kept Track 
Of The Time 


I write on calendars, she said. 


Each day there is an unfolding, 

A turn of a page 

On a day-by-day calendar, 

With reminders written down. 

Some of them have question marks, 
Others are quite firm, 

But when I look back 

I can’t remember them at all. 
Those days went without a whisper. 
But who can recall a calendar, 

Or rewind the spool and run it over again? 
Still we must say yes to a year, 
And yes to yesterday, 

And no to tomorrow. 
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The End Of A Moment In Time 


In this place and pause 

Where end is brushed 

By falling leaves of willow 

And a sycamore leans slightly over a rusted fence, 
In this stopping to look back 

Around the road’s bend and the tilt of hill, 
Over which late evening fog even now hovers, 
And even now the wind’s rustle 

Is almost a whisper 

Of why...? 

We stand hand in hand 

And the shadows are softer. 

A faint rind moon 

Rises in the east 

And the sun falters and fumbles 

Its way into darkness. 


Hello, Dolly 


Squatting there on the floor 

He talked with his hands. 

Somewhere someone 

Played a phonograph-- 

Hello, Dolly, sang Louis-- 

While he watching 

The hunched up woman with the hiked up dress 
Hummed a different tune. 
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Shopping Center 


All the trees are gone along the creek. 

The meadow is now a parking lot. 

The asphalt is filled 

With impatient horns and frowning faces. 
It is a place of sound, 

And hurry, hurry, hurry. 

They have taken down the sign which read: 
‘*You’ll be glad you did.” 


They Start Off Running Fast 
And Then Falter 


Where is the seeker? 

He has left the table, 

His meal half-eaten 

The coffee cold, and crumbs 
Scattered about the floor. 
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The Apple Man 


The apple stand stood close by the road, 
And the apples we bought from the basket 
He tested in his hands, 

Rubbing them until they caught 

The sun’s glance and gleam. 

He had grown them himself, 

He wanted them to look their best. 


At The Stoplight 


Momentarily halted, 

Hands grip wheel, 

Eyes stare forward. 

The movement of the world 
Hangs on a green light. 
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Thoughts While Halted 
In A Traffic Jam 


I come late to the coming of Spring, 
And half missed this morning 

The birdsong from the willow’s 
First greening. 

And now in this noise of cars 
Moving in fitful starts and stops 

I am late 

For commerce and communion. 
Spring here at this hour 

Is an abstraction. 


At The Corner 


They stood huddled there 
At the corner 

Of Fayetteville Street 
And Martin, 


Waiting for the light to change. 


Their faces told us 
They were far away, 
And alone. 
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Road Signs 


Did you notice 

There are more roads 
To Dead End 

Than anywhere else? 


Ll 


...@ time of going away 
And coming back. 


The Butterflies Are Back 


You came in excitedly to say 

The butterflies are back, 

And I looked out that morning’s window 

To see the fragile fluttering 

Of bright wings over bright flowers. 

It had been a long time-- 

Someone had said there would be no more butterflies 
Because they had drained the swamps, 

Filling in the low, cool places where they lived 
For a highway clover-leaf, 

And rows and rows of houses. 

But this morning in the early slant of sun 
There are butterflies in the garden. 

--It was cause enough for celebration. 
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Fall Flowers 


She came back with the flowers 

In her hands, 

And I watched her arrange them 

In a tall green vase-- 

Roses-- 

They were the last of the season, 
Bright red, as the last ones always are, 
And a long yellow one. 

The late sunlight edged across the floor, 
Playing with patterns of shadows. 

Her hands hovered over the flowers. 
‘“‘All the pretty ones are gone,”’ she said. 


Thunder In The Morning 


There had been thunder all morning, 
But the sun kept breaking through, 
Driving the clouds away. 

The birds keep flying in and out 

Of the woods. 

I do not believe there will be more rain. 
The rhododendron which long ago 
Someone planted far back in the pines 
Is now in bloom, the sunlight 

Flashes its brightness. 

The wisteria vines are quivering, 

A rabbit has hidden among them. 

I listen to the bird calls, 

I listen to the thunder in the east. 
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Bee Burning 


At Goshen Chapel the bumble bees 
Built inside the front door steps 
And kept everybody out of church 
For two Sundays in a row. 

Then the preacher came 

And burned them out with a torch. 
And after he had burned the bees 
He preached a sermon 

About burning in hell, 

Burning forever-and ever. 

I thought about the burned bees 
Lying on the ground 

In that Sunday morning sunlight. 
They didn’t burn forever, 

But they would never fly again. 


Flight Of A Salesman 


Barely out of Boston 

And he is filling out forms 

Of sales made or calls 

Where they shook their heads and said 
Some other time. 

When that is done he looks at the paper, 
The stock tables first, then the sports, 
Nothing else, and 

Back to the briefcase. 

The cities below 

Are a chain of lights. 
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Knowledge 


They came out of the desert 

And the sand was in their hair, 
Their eyes, their skin -- and 

There was something else, 
Something that would be with them 
All the days of their lives. 

And they would not give it a name, 
Except it had to do 

With doing without, 

Of wanting something, needing something, 
And knowing it was not there, 
Knowing too they must go on, 
Against the wind, the sand, the sun, 
The everything, the nothing, 

Going on and on and on. 


For The Woman Who Refused 
To Work In A Place 
Without Windows 


I know what you mean. 

I know how you feel. 

On the way to work this morning 

I also saw the wild plum in bloom, 

The whisper of green in the willows, 

An old man plowing, shedding his jacket 
In the first warm sun of March. 

A bird called frum the edge of the woods. 
I went on to four walls, 

You set yourself free. 
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Crooked Run 


We called the creek Crooked Run, 
The way it wound in and out 
Among the trees, 

Never flowing in a straight line, 
Taking a turn around the big rocks 
And splashing downward 

Into the shade of the big oaks 
Leaning over the banks. 

It wasn’t much of a creek. 

Some times it didn’t run at all 

But gathered itself into small quiet pools, 
Reflecting splinters of sunlight. 
Crooked Run was the dividing line-- 
A place to hide-- 

And I could hide there for days, 
Waiting to be found. 


On Hearing Robert Frost 
Read His Poetry 


The white hair and New England face 
In querulous voice 

Waving away a photographer-- 

That’s enough, that’s enough. 

At first the fumbling words 

And then the words catching hold, 

The magic of words quieting the room. 
They are standing along the walls. 
The voice drones on 

In those fixed faces. 

A freight train rumbles by 

But no one hears. 

Did anyone ever call Robert Frost--Bobby? 
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Nags Head Journey 


All the way down Highway 64 

We moved between walls of green. 

There were yellow daisies everywhere. 

We could see them in the light of a splotch-faced moon. 
It was a sing-song season of June, 

And the frogs cried from the tall grass. 


At Coquina Beach we watched the gulls flying, 
Skimming the water and then flying 

High into the sunlight. 

The sun was warm but the water was cold. 
Driving back to Manteo we stopped to watch 
A man nail rafters into piace 

On a house he was building. 


Decades 


They didn’t come neatly packaged 

And all rounded out. 

One year merged into another 

And the lines were blurred, 

Fuzzy around the edges. 

The Twenties didn’t roar, 

And we were too busy staying alive 

And coming alive 

To be depressed in the Thirties. 

The Forties was a time of going away 
And coming back. 

The Fifties may have been a time 

Of the bland leading the bland, 

But we marched to a different drummer, 
And made new discoveries in the Sixties, 
And the Seventies-- 

The journey goes on, 

And some times days 

Are more meaningful than years. 
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Last Words 


Someone always remembers 
The last words of the dying. 
They search them out, seeking 
Some meaning, and they ask when they gather 
After an old woman has died, 
‘‘What did she say...at the end?’’ 
And they look disappointed when the reply is: 
“She didn’t say anything.”’ 
But they remember old Robert E. Lee, shouting, 
“Strike the tent...Strike the tent.”’ 
And Stonewall Jackson, dozing off, saying, 
“Let us cross over the river 
and rest in the shade of the trees.” 
That was a lot for a dying man to say, 
A lot more than FDR simply saying, 
“T have a terrific headache.” 
Or,they can think upon young Paddy O’Ryan, 
Going down in flames over the English Channel, 
And saying at the last, 
“This is it, chaps.” 


The Road Down 


Mounting words spun 

In gold, taking the road down. 
Through green we rode, 
Through meadows of talk, 
Taking turns asking 

Is this the way? 


On the hill above the Yadkin 
There is the word ‘‘Retreat’’ 
But the gate is locked. 


A sudden fog comes up the valley, 
We drive with lights on dim. 

Then silences and stars. 

We come to the last turn. 
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The Collector 


I have collected mornings, 

Sunsets and stars, 

Roses and wind’s whisper, 

Sounds and silences 

Of days and nights, 

The fragrance of lilacs, 

Your smile, the shadows of moonlight, 
Warm shadows in which to hide, and... 
Yes. 


‘‘His world is a thing of beauty.’’--Publisher Eugene V. Grace. 

‘“‘A shining web of words...Each one is perfect, each one is 
complete, all are executed without a single superfluous word or 
phrase. Mr. Ragan has the enviable faculty of finding the right 
word.’’--Poet Zoe Brockman, Gastonia Gazette. 

‘“‘Never labored or obscure, the images evoke the bright 
sunlight and shadows, the loneliness and poignancy of an Edward 
Hopper painting.’’--Novelist Jeanette Eyerly, Des Moines 
Register & Tribune. 

“Mr. Ragan isn’t like this or that poet. He is like Sam 
Ragan.’’--Poet and Author Thad Stem Jr. 

“What Ragan does with remarkable skill is to give his readers 
an instant revelation of a mood, of a sight, of a sound, of an 
awareness which becomes a shared experience.’’--Critic Walter 
Spearman, Literary Lantern. 

“Sam Ragan has hit his mark a double blow, touching the heart 
and the intellect.’’--The Fayetteville Observer. 


Sam Ragan lives in Southern Pines, N.C., where he is editor and 
publisher of The Pilot. He is the author of two previously 
published prize-winning collections of poetry, ‘“‘The Tree In The 
Far Pasture’’ and “‘To The Water’s Edge.”’ 


Sam Ragan is a poet of affirmation whose book starts with | 
| reference to Spring and ends with the affirmation, “Yes.” That 
- reality pins down the chart on which we try to sketch his " 
“sensibilities and on which he makes his aware and often joyous 
map through happiness, quiet, pain and time itself. He is one of 
those rare writers to whom Robert Duncan’s or so de 
keep the ability to respond,” comes naturally. es 
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